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PHEASANT SHOOTING. 
After the little show-up last week, Tam not at all surprised to learn that Poor Ma has been making things decidedly warm for Papa at the ‘ Mildewcries’ 
—so much so, in fact, that my poor benighted male parent has left home in disgust. Dad has taken Alexandry with him, and from what I can gather both futher 
und son have been making themselves more than usually obnoxious among the pheasants in the provinces with a rapid-firing bird-killer invented by Poor Pa. This 


weapon seems as futul to yamekcepers and dogs as it is to pheasants, so Pa and Alexandry are having plenty of sport.” —Toortsis. 
THE REMORSE OF JAHAZIAH BAFFLEWICK. THE FAIR QUAKER. 
= = 

rit g es es ee 
| u ed In An Ilistorical ede io relative to the late Queen 

; Caroline which appeared in 1824, we read: “The Queen 
{| Caroline) laboured under a very curious species of delusion, 
She fancied herself neither a queen nora wife. She believed 
his present Majesty [George IV.) to have been actually 
married to Mra, Fitzherbert ; and she as fully believed that 
his late Majesty, George the Third, was married to Miss 
Hannah Lightfoot, the beautiful Quakeress, previous to his 
marriage with Queen Charlotte; that a marriage was, a 
second time, solemnised at Kew (under the colour of an 
evening entertainment) after the death of Miss Lightfoot ; 
and as that lady did not die till after the births of the 
preacpe King and his Royal Highness, the Duke of York, 
wr Majesty really considered the Duke of Clarence the 
true heir to the throne.” 

According to one account the Fair Quaker, as she waa 
generally styled, and whose mame is sometimes piven is 
Lightfootand sometimes as Wheeler, lived with her parents 
who kept a shop in oll St. James's Market, near His 
Majesty's Opera House in the Haymarket. Tt was a linen. 
draper'’s shop, and.as the principal part of the business lay 
with the country market people, the proprictors were 
accustomed to keepaveask of good ale, a ghiss of which was 
always offered te their customers (a soodold fashion which, 
if revived, would cause considerable surprise.) 


ae We as 
——— 


“Tam!” criel Jahaziah, with emotion. “LT dot 
T suffer the bitterest remorse, to think that with all ‘ fs 
ny astuteness J should have been found out!" At that time the ravages of small-pox, unchecled by 


: When Jahaziah LaMtewick, the great commercial “Tsce, sail the prison cha plain. after bis conviction, 
‘“thropist, wae arrested for fraud, the whule “you are getting into a proper frame of mint, You are 
od world was shaken to its ceutre. beginning to fecl remorse,” 
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{noculation, left but few women who were not marked by its 
destructive powers; and “the possessors of a fair unsullied face 
were followed by crowds of admirers. Such was the case of 
the beautiful Misses Gunning who paraded the Mall in St. James's 
Park, pines by a troop of admirers with drawn swords, to pre- 
vent the populace from encroaching on this hallowed spot sac 

tu gentility.” The train of the Fair Quaker as she ynssed to and 
from the Meeting House in Hemming’s Row, St. Martin's Lane, 
was a8 numerous, 

The spirit of democracy was not then abroad, and the Royal 
Family, the nobility, and even the gentry, were looked upon with 
awe, which rendered the presence of a military escort unnecessary 
for their protection. The Royal Family went to the theatre in sedan 
chairs, preceded only by a few footmen, and followed by sbout a 
duzen yeomen. When they went to the opera they mssed by the 
linendraper's shop, and on these occasions the goods were taken 
out of the window, and the Fair Quaker sat there to see the pro- 
cession, and it was thus that the Prince first saw her. 

It is said by one writer that she eloped with the Prince, having 
first removed her clothes and trinkets from her parents’ house, 
that her father nover recovered from the shock, and that her 
mother died of a broken heart. It was stated that she resided 
with the Prince, after a prime marriage at a farm at Knights. 
bridge, from which the Royal family were supplied with asses 
milk. Another story is that she was married to one Axford, 
grocer in Ludgate Hill, and that about three weeks afterwards she 
was one day called out from her midday dinner, put into a chaise 
and four, and carried off. Yet another story is that directly 

ord had married her, and when they were quitting the church 
t er, she was seized and carried ot! in a coach. 

book containing the particulars of the King’s alleged secret 
inarriage to Hani Lightfoot was privately published after his 
death, and was entitled, “The Secret History of the Court of 
England. By the Right Honourable Lady Anna Hamilton, sister 
of his Grace the present Duke of Hamilton and Brandon,” and was 
retailed at a large price (one guinea) by persons calling at dusk at 
peg houses, A cheap edition may now be obtaiucd for a shilling 
rom Messrs. John Dicks ani Co, , 

In another book, called “The Appeal for Royalty,” is given what 
professes to be a copy of the original marriage certificate, which 
runs thus: “27th May. 1759, This isto certify that the marriage of 
these parties, George, Prince of Wales, to Hannah Lightfoot, was 
duly solemnised this day, according to the rites and ceremonies of 
the Church of England, at their residence at Peckham, by myself, J 
WILMor.” Then comes the signatures : GKORGEGUELPH, HANNAH 
LiGHTFOOT, and the witucsses tu the marriage—WILLIAM P1TT, 
ANNE TAYLOR. 

And this was the great ecandal which agitated society in the 
hivake years of George the Fourth's reign. Simply a malicious 

" 


libel, it is now agreed, circulated by King George the Fourth’s 
encmies, 
) ° ° ° e e 
LAITEST. 


A strainge carm rains over the naybrood off the doggs there ome. 
A redd spott mark the plaice ware the big fite wos fited and oun 
wich now a gentel moonbeem rest. 


(Newt week,“ The Playful James.) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
—— 
*,° Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped enrelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


reli i send a stamp, we beg, KUAN, If you wish your work 
returned, That's a thing, A“ SLOPER” abi That you should 
by now have learned.” Anything for quict, ConNet; That is 
ALLY'S motto now, Better'try and let him, ARMOUR; It sill 
doubtless save a row, Any time youlike, Miss NELLIE ; Mra, 8. 74 
always there. No, we fear we cannot, BURGOYNE 5 It would really 
not be fair, Thanks for letter, AJH. JENNET. Much obliged for 
relic, TOFY, Just at first, A PAL OF ALLY's, They are rather apt 
to scoff, 
— 


“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper inthe World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 Months, 1s. 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.'s payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS 
On sale at all Kiveques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rug DE LA BANQueE, 
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NINE OLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150— 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted ), who shail Mey ven to meet 
with his or her death in a Ltailway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part uf the United Kingdon, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF- 
Howmwar” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY" is published throughout, the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
Sollowing Wednesday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
—~— 
Swagger Hairdresser's, 

Proprietor (to Applicant for situation), Yes, your testimonials 

appear all right, but you wouldn't suit me at any price. 
pplicant. No, sir; and may Task why? 

ipraen Certainly. How could a bald-headed assistant hope 

to persuade a customer to buy any of my Infallible Hair Restorer? 
ss 


= 
SLOPER eays that he has heard a good deal about the wisdom of 
the ancients, but the only ancient he ever really believed in the 
wisdom of was “Old Tom.” .* 
On, would that the man who pianos 
Invented were living to-day, 
And stopping next door to some people 
Whose children were learning to play ! 
ss 


* 
First Old Stager. 1 shall never forget the awful way my pose 
old father punished me when he caught me smoking one of his 


cigars. 

Tuend Old Stager. Ah, indeed! He battered into you pretty 
warmly, I suppose, eh? : : 

First Old Stager. Nota bit of it. : 

Sveond Old Stager. No? Then what did he do? — 

First Old Stager (with a shudder at the recollection), He made 
me finish it. 


a, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 646.—The “New Tommy Atkins’” Costume. 
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MORE ADDITIONS TO THE 
THROUGH LONDON. zoo. 


A personally conducted tour. Jail Birds, from the Penal Islands, 


He. 1 contd never give up cigawette smoking, although the doctors eny it 
injures the bwain. 


She. Keep on, dear boy ; it will never hurt you / 


“Gi'e us a brown, guv'nor, to get 


summut to eat.” “But you've a 
 eaeeed in your band now.” “That's 
tip the wait 


AUTHORS—AUTHENTIC. 
oad No, 28,—Howard, 


a ye 


(Saturday, October 13, 1694. 


ScExE—THotel. 
First Racing Man. Capital steaks they give you here, i 
they? Mig: Ladle any others ve ated = . = 
cing Man. You're right. ord ought t 
‘em Eclipse Steaks, oughtn't he? pee enn 
ss 
s 
“[ WONDER what becomes of all the gals’ bathing dresses after 
the season's over,” asked Jonathan Jones J ns. Ansirer,— 
a Well, she thoughtful ones as is hove ike, an isght bust ‘em, 
turns 'em into Japanese conservingtory Iamps, and the careles 
Ones as tears ‘em es ‘em up for back hair bun stufiieg.” nes 
os 
‘T1s hard enough to ask the girl, 
Lut, oh! how harder far 
If she accepts, for it becomes— 
Dread words—to “ask papa.” 


s 
Mra. Jollyman, There's one thing about my husband—he always 
has such good spirits, . 7 ies 
Mrs. De Swiller. Yes, my dear, 1 believe he has, It's his good 
spirits that makes my usband so fond of him that he'd stop here 
till midnight every day in the week. 
ss 


s 
A GOOD young man is anxious to know whether the first grey 
silk long hose first worn on the bulesque stage, were suggested by 
seeing a sweet girl riding side-saddle on a Hampstead Meath 
Jerusalem. ee 
s 
Manager. Look here, I like your play very well, but you'll have 
to alter the happy ending; your modern audience won't stand 
anything but a tragic termination. 
Playwright. Oh, 1 can soon put that right! I'll marry the hero 
and heroine in the last scene. *.* 


“TL wisit daisies were worth a guinea a piece, and that more girls 
had _ neat ankles,” said the corset maker—and then went on pen- 
sively to say in answer to the proverbial “Why?” that it would 
be so much better for trade, as so many moro would be breaking 
their stay busks in trying to pick-em. 

es 


s 
THEY were friends from the days of their boyhood, 
Now they’re enemies deadly, of course. 
The reason? Well, really, it’s simple, 
The one sold the other a horse. 
es 
s 
Brown, 1 see the Water Company have got a new collector, 
What has become of the old one? 
Smith, He's dead, poor man, 
Brown, Dead, is he? Very sudden, wasn't it? 
Smith. Very. Somebody paid him the rate first time he called, 
and he dropped dead of astonishment. 
se 
s 
AND then the eloquent social lecturer wound up ha ap And that 
to a true woman is a thorn in her side, a live crab in her bathing 
machine, a farthing in her drunken, sleeping husband's pocket 
instead of a quid, a bouquet thrown to the next gal in the same 
row, the asa of a suspender when reciting ‘The Level Cross- 
ing,’ the——” and then the women rose with one accord, and that 
man in the dress suit was made to look like an oblong pancake 
that had been dipped in a sweep’s sack. 
s 6 


s 

Mra. Guff. What might be the matter, Mrs. McDuffer? Sure 
and ye look moighty puzzled. 

Mra, McDuffer. And I am that, Mrs. Guff. I want to buy a 
quarter of a pound of tay and a new glass butther-dish, and by this 
and by that I don’t know whether to buy my tay at the shop where 
they give away the butther-dishes, or tu parchase my butther-dish 
at the shop where they give away the tay. 


On, how, indeed, can any man 
Frum naughty words refrain 
When both his laces break as he's 
In haste to catch the train? 
es 
s 
Restaurant, 
Diner (angrily). Here, waiter, this is Cheddar cheese ; didn't 
you hear me ask for Gorgonzola? 
Waiter. Yessir, but (tw @ whisper) the chef ain't been able to 
eatch it yet, sir; 80, a8 you was ing *urry, 1 brought Cheddar, sir. 


s 
THE worst uso you can ps a Kodak to, is to take a snap photo 
of a fellow when he’s got a black eye and then send it to his youn; 
woman, who's a Band of Hope Sunday School teacher who gets 
her living as a type-writer to an erated water manufacturer— 
nothing will persuade her then that he doesn’t get on the razzle- 
dazzle, “° 


SomE fathers are so suspicious. We know one who hid under 
the arm chair to hear if his daughter was being kissed by the 
water-rate collector, He thought she was, only it turned out to be 
that it was only 8 tortoiseshell Tom breaking his skewer in half 
in trying to lick the gravy off. *° 


Ledgerby. Why is it that the general run of poets wear their 
hair so long? 
Scribbler, Well, from my own little experience I should say 
because they never earn enough to afford to get it cut. 
ss 


* 

“WoULD it break your heart if I were to give you up, darling?” 
he asked teazingly, as thev sat side by side in the front parlour in 
the gathering gloom. “Well, 1 don’t know, George,” respond 
the lovely girl thoughtfully, “1 only know that it would certainly 
break you, that is if the jury awarded me anything like the 
damages I'd go for.” And the young man thinked a think, 


THE cynics ar that woman's filsc— 
As false as she is fair ; 

And true enough, we find she is 
About the teeth and hair. 


* . 
“I'm as light asa fairy and swift as a bird,” as the maiden 
enid when she betted an even dollar that she wouldn't break the 
new laid egg that she stuck on the top of the Hampstead Jerusalem 
pony-saddle. + 


Mr. Bung. Wot's the matter, Maria? you looks worried. 

Mrs. Bung. I'm a-thinkin’ which oughter go fust inter dinner. 
ter-night, Mrs. Stoutly Cooper or Mrs. Porter Beere. 

Mr Bung. Why, Mrs. Stoutly Cooper must have the pressyden. 
of course. “Why, Cooper, ‘e brews a matter of 500 gallons a wer 
more nor Beere does, *,° 


THE cow is a much more intelligent animal than you think fur. 
We know of one that actually toseed a suburban milk dealer t" 
death, because she saw him carrying in a pail of chalk to the dairy. 


eee 


Ewery Monday. One Malfpenny- 


LARKS. 


Fall of Funny Pictures and Side-Splitting Reading. 
CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
99 SHOE LANB, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C 


Saturday, October 18, 1894.) 
TOOTSIE AT THE ALHAMBRA. 


—t 


When Benjamin Lumley, long ago at Her Majesty's Theatre, 
was wont to - what he termed “Choreographic Bane vets * 
(otherwise ballets), 
which heassures us were 
“the richest treats ever 
provided for the sub. 
scribers and the public,” 
one cannot wonder that 
the preference shown to 
this portion of the 
entertainment rankled 
in the minds of many 
operatic artistes there 


engaged, 

When William Shake- 
speare, uncommonly 
badly staged and acted 
some twenty odd years 
ago, at Drury Lane and 
elsewhere, perforce gave 
pe tothe merry opera 

uffe of Offenbach 
and Hervé, there are 
some persons yet liv. 
ing who may remember 
MeMouther and his old 
friend McHoarsun 
“taking” the Strand 
with nightly strides, or 
comingling at profes- 
sional public resorts, 
where, with one elbow 
on the “pewter,” they 
would lament __plain- 
tively the death and 
burial of the dear Old 
Legitimate and the ad- 
vent of sprigs of Fashion and sealskin jackets, who ousted from the 
hoards known and tried actors “who, damn it, sir, know their 
business.” “What the public uires nowadays, sir,’ cried 
Mc Mouther with infinite scorn, “is LEas!" 

It was true. The public did require legs, and, moreover, will go on 
requiring more and more until the curtain rings down for the last 
time for ever, Possibly McMouther himself would have been none 
the worse for another pair of another snaps, but this is irrelevant. 

But let me see ; I was going to speak of the Alhambra, was I not? 
lear me! would you believe it, I almost forgotten. 

It is certain that just before the period when the Alhambra gave 
un impetus to the Terpsichorean Art the ballet was declining. It 
was Jenny Lind who killed it. Perrot, Carlotto Grisi, Cerito, St. 
lwon, Rosati and Marie Taglioni did their best, but to little purpose, 
Some of the habitués of the Opera still continued faithful, but there 
wis just then but one 
name and one attraction 
for the general public — 
Jcnny Lind, the Swedish 
Nightingale. It was one 
of those times when the 
indiscriminating middle 
cliss mob went mad, and 
to seeand hear Jenny Lind 
was the prevailing craze, 
That good young woman, 
if the truth must be told, 
was greatly overrated. 

The ballets of these times 
ure not like the old style. 
They are much more enter- 
taining now, and“ Monkey 
Island” at the Alhambra 
isa good specimen of the 
new kind. The story is 
slight, but it is filled out 
with innumerable amusing 
details, The crew of a 
Lritish man-of-war land 
for water on an island in 
the Tropics, which they 
tind to be inhabited solel 
by monkeys. In Britis! 
fishion they at once annex 
the new discovery by run. 
ning up a Union Jack, 
'hen,to pass the timeaway, 
they go through their drill, but a storm comes on, and they seek 
shelter, Meanwhile, a young lady, a passenger of a wrecked vessel, 
is seized by the King of the A whoalso seizes and take prisoner 2 
sallant young midshipman who comes to the rescue. The lady apes, 
during his captivity, make love to the middy, who with scorn rejects 
their advances—though I may mention here that an Alhambra lady 
ape is by no means looking, as her impersonator exhibits herown 
comely face instead of yearn 6 monkey mask. The young lady 
and the middy are, you will relieved to hear, anon resc 
through the instrumentality of an intrepid cabin boy who dons a 
monkey’s skin for the purpose, and r many escapades and 
vlventures of all descriptions, succeeds in eluding the vigilance of 
the mischievous monkeys. and in the end “GENERAL Joy," as they 
used to say on old play-bills, “ Prevails,” and the curtain descends 
on a general shaking of hands. 

There is a great deal in this little divertissement to entertain you 
and make you laugh, 
and the audience the 
night I was_ there 
appeaies and laugh- 

as loudly as they 
could, alter 
Slaughter's music to 
this production is 
very charming and 
appropriate, the sce- 
nery and dresses aro 
good, and Mr. Agoust 
and the other artistes 
as the inhabitants of 
and the Bo’sun and 
crew wrecked on 
Monkey Island, could 
not be better. 

With regard to the 
other items in the 
Alhambra pro- 
gramme a good word 
must be said for Mr. 
Edwin  Barwick’s 
quaint impersonation 
of a lodging - house 
keeper, who has her 
little troubles and 
makes the most of 
them. The Krothers 
Amalio perform 
some astonishing 
feats. Mason = and 
Forbes in their pho- 
tographic “act” are 
ees é splittingly funny. 
“t's Juggling is very neat and clever. and altogether a capital 
"<hUs entertainment is provided by Mr. Alfred Moul, who ably 

‘ters for the Alhambra public, 


paar 
The King of the Apes. 


Two of the crew. 


The Bo'sun, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE BEACON LIGHT! 


Attend, all ye who list to hear of ALLY SLOPER'S praise, 

We'll tell how this Samaritan the stricken ones will raise! 

Let beacons flash along the coast, and blaze from towers to hills, 
Annowneing ta the wide, wide World 


The Jame of 8LOPER'S PILLS! 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


Price &}}P Per Box (50 Pills). 


SLOPER's PILLS supply a long-felt want—namely, a Pill at 
such a price that it comes within the reach of both rich and poor. 


SLOPER's PILLS, although new to the Public, have been in 
private use for many years past, and their etliciency is beyond 
question. 


SLOPER'S PILLS are made from the prescription of an 
Eminent Physician, practising in the West End of London, 
whose name is a household word. 


SLOPER'’S PILLS are free from Mercury and all pernicious 
ingredients, and are not unpleasant to the palate. 


GLOPER'S PILLS are practically half the price of any other 
Pill in the market, and are equally effectual. 


SLOPER's PILLS will be found invaluable in cases of Liver 
Complaint, Indigestion, all Stomachic Affections, Giddiness, 
Nervousness, Shortness of Breath, Costiveness, Headache 
Wind, Blotches on the Skin, Pimples, Debility, Disturbed 
Nights, Unpleasant Dreams, Biliousness, Want of Tone, all 
Female Complaints, etc. 


SLOPER'S PILLS give almost immediate relief. Full direc- 
tions accompany each box, 


QLOPER'S PILLS only require n trial to be used by every- 
body—young, middle-aged and old, 


SLOPER'S PILLS.—FEach box bears the Government Stamp 
and the signature of GURDEN & CO., without which none 
are genuine, 


QSLOPER's PILLS.—Each box contains Fifty Pills for Nine- 
nce Halfpenny, which, to all intent, is half the price of the 
t Pills now being offered to the Public. 


GLOPER'S PILLS.— As there may be some difficulty at first in 
obtaining SLOPER'S PILLS at your Chemist's, they will be 
sent through the post, free of cost, to any address, on receipt 
of stamps or P.O.0, for Ninepence Halfpenny, but be sure to 
ask your Chemist or Druggist first if he keeps them. 


“WORTH A MINT OF MONEY.” 


SLOPER'S PILLS 


Price €}” Per Box (50 Pills). 
Sent to any address without charge for Postage. 


WHOLESALE AND RETAIL FROM THE PROPRIETORS, 


GURDEN & Co., 


99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, B.C. 


THE GREATEST INVENTION OF ALL AGES. 

“THE only reason for overlooking your great daring and bold- 
ness in running off with my daughter as you did,” replied the 
beautiful girl's father, with more calmness after recovering from 
the first shock, “is that, in the doing of it, you displayed the 
greatest enterprise in the way in which you chloroformed my 
watchdog, reconnoitred the water-butt, slung your pontoon bridge 
and bs ani Evelina. Enterprise is my weak point: only show a 
little ring and ingenuity, and you've got me on a bit of toast!” 
and he took up the decanter and poured out two bumping g t 

“ Henry,” he continued, paternally, “sit down and will tell you 
the story of my life. Seventeen long years ago I wasa rand 
friendless commercial traveller. For years and years 1 had travelled 
this broad land of ours—always third class—with thirteen sample 
wringing machines in the guard's van. Think of it! Toa man 
who not possessed energy and perseverance in a wholesale 
quantity it would have meant death—wearied and worn out. But, 
not only did I possess these qualities in very great doses, but I also 
contracted, early, that great saving clause of the traveller-by-com- 
pulsion, an ability to sleep soundly in a railway ca e. Years 
rolled on, until one day a maiden aunt kicked the bucket and left 
me fifteen hundred pounds, ‘Twas not a great deal, truly, but 
it was enough to enable me to leave the road and settle down in 
life in London. 1 opened a little washing-and-sewing-machine- 
on-the-eighteenpence-a-week-system establishment, and business 

prospered well, But, may 1 be run through a Twelvetree's wringer, 
couldn't sleep ! Of course, 1 missed the rattle and bang of the 
trains. I'd got so accustomed to taking my rest out of the railway 
companies, that 1 could only get to sleep in a noisy train, What 
do you suppose I did?” 

“Heaven only knows, sir!” 

“Well, I'll tell you. Thada retty smart mechanic in my shop 
named Guffdulfer, I told him how | suffered for want of esti 
and he had a bright idea. What | wanted was a bed that wou 
rattle, snort, shake, rumble and shriek like a train ona bad i 
Guffduffer set to work that by afternoon, and in about five days 
he'd got the thing finished. It looked for all the world just like an 
ordinary brass Arabian bedstead, for the matresses hid the box of 
tricks that set it going. He touched a button and the bed swayed 
about and rattled about just for all the world like a third-c 
London and Chatham excursion to Margate! Had it taken upstairs 
that very night, and slept like a top—it was real jam, | tell you! 
When morning came and I awoke it was still poems away, and, 
thinks I, I'll stop it and get out. Just over my head, above the 
pillows, there were four stops—like organ stops. I touched one at 
random ; but it was a wrong ‘un, for the bed went through all the 
motions of the Scotch express running at seventy miles an hour, 
I tried another—whew! There was a shriek m the steam 
whistle—a arsnge grinding sound—the bed began to buck like 
one of Buffalo Bill's mustangs, and presently I was hurled out 
agninst the wall with terrific I'd touched the accident 
button!” : 

“ Were you injured, sir?” 

“Not fatally, my boy, not sca 1 sent for Guffduffer. He 
explained to me—what, by-the-by, ]'d found out for myself—that 
I'd touched the stop that meant “Train off the line.” Soon after 
this I got married, and my dear old railway bedstead was put away 
1 felt a bit of a sneak sometimes for turning it adrift—but accident 
soon gave ita job. My mother-in-law turned up one morning and 
nnunounced her intention of spending a month with us, Thinks 
I, this must be ml oe in the blooming bud. And it was. I put 
her in the railway bed, and, when she was fast asleep, sneaked in 
and pressed the button! You can guess the rest : she went home 
with a broken collar-bone and nine contusions on the following 
day. And now comes the grand sequel: | went into partnership 
with Guffdutter, and we started a factory to turn out fifty of those 
railroad bedsteads a day. I called ‘em the ‘ Unwelcome Guest’ 
put-up’s, and—therv’'s the secret of the greatest invention of all ages.” 


aa 
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PUT TO THE TEST. 


——e 
“NONSENSE, Mr. Campbell,” cried Kitty, lightly, “I really must 
cure you of your sentimentality, which, in my opinion, is the worst 


Noe ~™ 


trait in an other- 
wise singularly 
estimable young 
man—as young 
men go nowa- 
days,” she added 
quickly, 

“T wish you 
could cure me of 
an aching heart 
Miss Kitty,” said 
poor Campbell, 
with a sigh, 

“There you go 
again!” ex. 
claimed his com. 

mnion, covering 

er pretty little 
ears. with her 
hands; “really. 
Mr. Campbell, if 
you persist in 
continuing in 
this absurd 
strain, I must 
positively refuse 
to listen to you.” 

“That's just 
what it is,” cried 
the other. “ You 
won't listen to 
me— you sees 

ive mea chance 
ti explain myself, to tell you how—how I love you. Why, Miss 
Kitty, 1 would dare anything for you. 

“Tsn't that rather an unoriginal avowal,” remarked Kitty. “ All 
heroes in the novels and plays say that, and oh! they most of then 
prove such dreadful cowards.” 

The hot-tempered young Scotsman flushed angrily. 
has ever called me a coward,” he said gravely. 

“No,” responded Kitty ; “and you would like to he put to the 
test, 1 suppose? Well, my gallant knight, you shall have your 
wish, Will you ride Starlight cubbing to-morrow?” 

“What! your brother's horse—the one you told me no one but 
he could manage 1” 


es. 
“I have been longing for the opportunity, 1 intended to ask 
your brother's permission when he returned.’ 
“ You have mine. 1'll give Wilkins his orders now, and remember, 
lant Nimrod, I warn you, you will be brought home on a 
urdle before breakfast.” r) ° ° 
“ Beg pardon, sir,” said the groom, as he brought the horse round 
soon after six 
the next morn- 
ing; ‘‘Miss 
Kitty said as 
vou'd like to ride 
Starlight; but 1 
suppose you 
know, sir, it's 
only Mr. Ri 
? ard as he ‘asn’t 
turned up?” 
2 “ Yes, I know 
, all about that, 
. thank you, Wil- 
<7 kins, said 
. hood ada ae 
am going ry 
what I can do 
with his tem- 


Brought the horse round, 


“No one 


rr. 

The man 
touched his hat 
with the defer- 
ence of a well 
trained servant, 
and said nomore. 

Kitty, peepin 
from her ° 
chamber win- 
dow, watched 
her admirer ride 
away. The horse 
was evidently 
very fresh, and went sideways down the drive, fighting all the 
while for its head, severely bitted as it was, 

Kitty’s heart sank strangely as she watched horse and rider out 
of sight. The idea of Kenneth Campbell being thrown and coming 
home covered with mud and bruises had amused her last night, 
but, somehow, it had lost most of its humour this morning. 
Kenneth might get injured; Dick had told her the horse was a 
veritable demon ; and she wouldn't like to see him hurt. 

She told herself this a3 she hurried on her clothes with trembling 
fingers and hastened into the grounds. The meet was at Feltham 
Wood. and by taking a footpath she knew she must intercept 
Campbell as he came the longer way round by the road. 

She reached it as the sound of pailcoius hoofs fell on her ear. 
A moment later and Starlight flashed by her—riderless. 

Dizzy with the wild dread that took possession of her, Kitty 
flew along the Only for a few hundred yards, Then she 


A prostrate figure. 


came upon a prostrate figure lying battered and bleeding in the dust. 
“Kenneth! Kenneth!” she cried, wildly, as she knelt besice 
him; “speak 


darling ! have 
killed you? And 
—and loved 
ou, Kenneth, I 
loved you!” 
Was it the 
magic of love? 
The injured man 
opened his eyes . 
slightly, pressed. ~ 
her hand feebly «%; 
and—fainted. 
« e 
It was a grim 
fight ; but a skil- 
ful nurse, a 
clever «doctor 
and Kitty nursed 
Kenneth Camp- 
bell back to life. 
And the first 
time they let him 
speak he drew 
Kitty to him 
and — whispered 
faintly : 
“When—when 
you found me 
that day you 
said something 
I have dreamed 
of since; won't—won't you say it again?” he asked, pleadingly. 
And Kitty, bending tenderly over the distigured face, obeyed, 


Kitty nursed Kenneth, 


ott 


“Ttell you, youny man, ne one who works hard will 
he nnenecensft “Work hand ob boy! Mave you 
ever tried to borrow tem teasef your firieuels whet beard 
Up? that’s work, if you like, and Dive tried it often.” 


Doing your hubhe's: shopping, “De peopl 


Shop- Walker, A yair of yeutleman’s punts for this kely. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE 


%e° Miss Sioper will he delighted to reevive photographs from thowe 
of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, 


2 
TOOTSIF'’S FRIENDS, 


“Those who knew the eccentric habits of our hero,” writes A. SLOPER'S veracions 
oung man, Who does the biographies to his F.O.S. Portrait Gallery, of Mr. Rudyant 
‘ipling, “will understand how impossible it has been to interview him.” “This 

o thus” said the Eminent “IT must act accordingly, If 1 mistake nut Ruddy 
would never close his doors to one who wears the Queen's uniform,” amd he forth- 
with clothed himself in military dresa,— (1) and marched ont, amidst the cheers cf 
the youth of Battersea, to the barrack-like residence of the distinguished author. 
To complete the picture, A. SLOPER intended to borrow a real rifle from a young 
mnan of his acquaintance, who is a member of the Rattersea Volunteers, but at the last 
moment the young man thought better of it; so he had to get the beat substitute he 
coukl at the nearest toy-shop. “ Aud much safer, too,” said Mes. Sloper. Mr. Kipling 
Was attire! in the fatigue jacket, ctc., of « private.— 2) After saluting in true 


No, 360.—Mis4 NELLIZ HERRERT. 


a ; ” nS Dook Sank, military fashion, eid A. SLorke, “1 perceive you have anticipate! me, nddy ?” 
es A wealth of lovelinem in tn her face! x he gent “L invariably work in it,” replied Mr. Kipling. “Quite ao, Gives tone to your work 
Til give my all to win a bride so fair! —Lord hob, and ascoviates inspiration, nodoubt? Now, asa slight token of esteem for one who 


“Oh, that fair Nellie would but bid me hope 1"—The Hon. Billy. Stands up sy munfully in prose amd verse for the British soldier, b liave brought you 


SWIFT RETRIBUTION. 


4) 
hh My 
[ey fe 
ve WA hf = 
(1) As the Elder meandered intae a flower-' pasture (McSwine's) the other 
eve, tae gether a bonny wee posy o’ simple crimeon-tippid daixics for Sonsie Magzie 


Tansiu, Meswine, whois abeolotely dead tae a’ sentiment, set that mongrel fud-tailed doy 
0 his richt atthe Ekler’s shanks, sturtlin’® the guid man vera muckle. 


ow 


| 


(2) An’ McNab floated awa’ majestically intae 
epace, an’ the brutal vibes o MeSwine were wafted 
afver him ou the evenin' breeze, 


hieebor, 


oT. 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


yer et bet in this river?” “No, mum, we 
Mort always fits ‘em azain nextday, 


INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—RUDYARD KIPLING, Esq. 


(3) Ha, hat That vera nicnt, returnin’ frac the Thistle, McSwine was 
step by a fearsome wraith, utterin’ will screeches o' demoniay biuehter. , me 
for mercy could be heard a’ up the glen, The puir farmer was ower busy tae see hat I 
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“If Ton’ 
Land of 
haumdry work. 
of Young lady. 


won vet an offer froma 
cert Pshall 0 tack te 
—Ertraet prom Letter 


WHERRY VAGUE. 


one or two trifles from my children.—(3) A photo of my three youngest jewota a¢ 
defenders of their country—a delicate compliment to your ‘ Sobliers Three, Raddy. 
ae Another from my Tootsie as a vivandierc—a dear girl, Ruddy, and,” drawing 
red herring out of his coat-sleeve, “a ‘suldier’ for your breakfast, sent you by my 
ehlest son, Alexandry—a promising youth, Ruddy,-——-(5) This member of the tinny 
tribe was captured by my boy himself.” A. SLOVeR did not mention that the 
worthy fishmonger made him take the whole box at West-End price (cash down) tu 
avoid unpleasantness, “Oh, here ! by-the-by, is a little thing of my own ; an ilea for 
your next soldier song, Ruddy, Listen: ‘Oh, that Tommy, ‘lommy Atkins! It is 
played by German band, It is sung by street-boys, bawling, Gronnd on orsané 
through the lawl. May we never once more leur it, May it change to somethin: 
new —Confound that Tommy Atkins! I mean it, yes Tdol® Nay, thank me net! 
—then secing nothing in the refreshment line about—* And now good-bye | “Tis hart 
to say it,” here the soldier brushel away a tear, “but when duty calls nl 
whi-tling the ‘ British Grenwliers,” the veteran saluted aud gaily marched away, 
leaving Ru-lyard Kipling louking after him in a far (rom pleased manner. 


, See 
ue i oe 
wilt LIM, WA f cote 
ear ais aE 2 


2 
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>> 4 ete 3 
ro ; 
followel hame ste’ 
Then MeSwine= ’ 


cNab, was umler the <hect. 


Saturday, October 13, 1294.] ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 325 


_ y (SaaS 
Mack - Go -work- : Plums: S1ar6-36-0cPlscee 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


How are yon, ladies and gentlemen? This way, please. You don’t want me to waste my breath = "Zirould arem as though the country had The golfing mania very bad :—No, no, it wasn't quite 
in cracking up the old show, do you?) You can pay your money with contidence, and be sure of for fun, Hut just to show them how ‘tis done :—The Chinese Emperor, 1 hear, 1a boiling o'er with 
setting the best return for it. This way, please, for all the fun in the fair!— For ba og Renala, rage and fear :— the Queen as probably you know, Mas xeut some appice to the show—Vhere, that's 
new re aware, The Court of Aldermen declare :—The health, 1 hear, of Tussia’s Czar, ajar sre all Tecan do for you this time. Hope you're all satisfied, Tura up again next week, then, and 
salistactery, Jar :—When will the Scottish coal strike ond? On bugland’s help it must depend :— — support your old pal,——THE SLOPERLAN SQLOWMAN, 


RELIGIOUS ENTHUSIASM. 


i ; 


a 


in 


“Confound your impulence ! who do yon take me for?" “Anything High Church Reetor, Well, Johnny Dabha, I hope you're perfect iu 
but a Prince in disguise, sonny.” the new authem for next Sunday, You haven't forgotten it. 
Johnay Dabbs, Oh, naw, zur! I've bin a-frighteniu’ the crows wi" 
it this tast vortuit, 


——— , - ~ 
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THE TRUTHFUL BUILDER. 
met) yon walk into my villa?” said the buikler to bed clerk; 
oP Prctseccages a P room ory : 4 . : ” S 
Vie cellars full of oe tien lad on ee “And did you really enjoy Mr. Thirdly’: sermon this morning, Tum?" “ Yes, really ; [dreamt I 


“Where yer going for yer holiday, Captain?" “Rath “Qolly! 
Atl the nice and te blackbevtles they are very tine aud large.” Was out of debt.” Wou't soap be up ta price there by the time you come back 1” 
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Lire in the Chinese army in war time must be anything but 
pleasant and, all things considered, the privates have more reason 
9 to congratulate themselves 
than the ofticers. The latter 
don’t appear to have a good 
time, To say nothing of being 
deprived of their peacock's 
feathers and otheradornments 
of rank when anything dis- 
‘leases the Emperor, they 
have only got to be worsted 
in an important battle, and 
hey, presto! they are arrested 
on a charge of cowardice and 
incompetency, and it is a case 
of “orf with ‘is ‘ead!"” Well 
may the Chinese officer para- 
phrase Mr. Gilbert and warble 
“The Soldier's Life is not 
a Happy One,” . 


s 

THE natives at one of our 
small seaport towns were all 
ngog the other day at 
the appearance in their Bay 
of Mra, Langtry'’s yacht. 
Hundreds flocked down to 
the shore in hopes of seein 
the renowned actress, anc 
remained there for hours, 
Towards evening it transpired 
that Lily was not on board. 
The chagrin of the spec- 
tators can be better imagined than described. 


THE German Emperor has completed © one-act opera, which 
will be submitted to a select circle at the Royal residence before 
being pt before the public. This shows thoughtful regard for 


his su ot pr on the Kaiser's part, of which we should not have 
believed him capable. ee 
s 


INTELLIGENCE received says that “General” Booth has been 
warmly welcomed in many parts of Canada. In some vicinities 
they have actually made it hot for him, 


ae 
THE general complaint amongst sportsmen is to the effect that 
heasants are not 80 numerous as could be expected this year. 
evertheless, there surel r must be among the hundreds killed one 
or two that could be well spared for A. SLOPER. Never mind how 
ancient they are, send them on, The Old Man was never yet 
ashamed of old age. ee 
s 


FIE, fle, ye fickle swains! Breach of Promise cases, we are told, 
are Jargely on the increase in the country. And how are we to 
account for it? Is it the 

times in agricultural 
districts which induces 
Ruben to cry off after 
Phabe has been wooed 
and won? Is it that the 
rustic youth of to-day is 
unstable, false, fickle; the 
maiden prone to love - dis- 
pelling flirtation? Ask us 
another, gentle reader. We 
give this one up. 


s 

ALTHOUGH Gladstone has 
retired from political life, 
his recent utterances on 
Local Option is proof posi- 
tive that the G. O. M. still 
remains a power in the land. 
The Temperance Party have 
taken fright altogether, and 
the present Government will 
have all their work cut out 
to keep them in hand, A. 
SLOPER respects Billy Glad- 
stone, more especially for 
his most recent sentiments ; 
and, whilst drinking the old 
man’s health in the usual 
twopenn’orth, he advises Sir 
Wil Lawson never to 

ss 

s 


A. SLOPER'S refusal to stand for the office of Lord Mayor caused 
much regret in civic circles, as the Eminent has not yet passed the 
Chair. The Mildewed Liveryman, however, has passed the night 
under the table on many occasions, consequent upon the too 
frequent passing of the bottle. te: 


WELL may the farmer, at any rate, talk of the “ good old days.” 
Then wheat fetched 75s. a quarter without difliculty, now in some 
parts of Hertfordshire and Lincolnshire they are selling it for 
pig food, And this is Free Trade! 


THE rumours to the effect that A. SLOPER has been indulgin 
in Scotch whisky since his return to London is entirely waboemiad. 
The Eminent finds that nothing suits his complexion so well as 
“ Unsweetened" ; in fact, the Ancient One's nose grows quite pale 
under any other treatment. *,° 


say die, 


Mr. JOHN TRESAHAR we know well as an actor, and from the 
sample he has given us of his dramatic capabilities we cannot but 
hope to make his 
further acquain- 
tance as a play- 
wright. The China- 
man, which is now 
running ig at 
the Trafalgar, is a 
very commendable 
first attempt, and 
although origi- 
nality of story is 
not its strongest 
Es it is none the 
less funny on that 
account; and with 
2 very capable com- 
pan » all working 

ard for its success, 
it affords a capital 
evening's amuse- 
ment. Go and see 
it. es 

s 


IN order not to 
disappoint any 
friends or admirers, 
A. SLOPER wishes 
it to be known that 
he will be unable 
this year to “take the chair” at any of the usual ceremonies 
generally associated with the night of the Fifth of November. 
It is a tritle early, perhaps, to make this declaration, but it may 
save a lot of unpleasantness, 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


which includes all the 
t the Royal Aquarium 


WITH a constant change of 
up-to-date novel it must be admitted 
t are still wending their 

way aeag the road which leads to 
success, Besides some wonderful 
diving feats, a grand swimming 
carnival, and a capital variety per- 
formance, there has recently been 
added to the establishment a splen- 
did skating rink, which will prob- 
ably before long become the talk 
of the Metropolis, This rink is en- 
tirely ditferent to — of its 
kind yet seen in don, and 
skating enthusiasts who are fond of 
this popular pastime are recom- 
mended to pay the Aquarium a visit. 


s 

THE Mildewed Mound has this 
day conferred the “ Award of Merit” 
Le pe tory peer he's a 
r favourite, ‘eyther,”’ re- 
Taarked the Crlinun Orel: “it 
was Gus as used to warble ‘'E don't 
know where 'e are’; but that there 
sayin’ don't apply to hiaself. 'E 
knows jolly well where ‘e are— 
right at the top of the oes and no 
error.” And the Agéd smiled ap- 
provingly upon his son and heir, 
and the two adjourned to drink 
Gus's health in a drop of “Scotch 
and soda on their own.” *,° 


lr you want to spend a thoroughly enjoyable evening you 
cannot do better than pay a visit to the London Pavilion Music. 
Hall. The programme there at present is Al. As a testimony of 
this fact A, SLOPER puts it upon record that upon a recent visit to 
this establishment, he only indulged in two drinks, and these were 
imbibed at the commencement of the evening. An entertainment 
must indeed be a good one to keep him away from the refreshment 
bar for so prolonged a period. *° 


Lorp Bos is furious at the statement that an alliance is con- 
templated between Tootsie and the editor of Zarks! We are not 
repared to speak authoritatively on the subject, but there is adot 
Th the Eminent’s opinion that the talented young littérateur would 
be a better match than the haughty, but oofless, lordling. 
ss 


s 
Tne Americans can tell tall yarns, but they can't make tall 
scores, The decisive way in which Lord Hawke's cricket team 
whopped All Philadelphia should make the Yanks sing small fora 
bit, any way, *° 
THE irritating duty of having to serve on a jury has been a 
thorn in the side of the British for some years past. The problem 


of how to evade the : 
eriodical call [cozeme c's cer 
Tie 


3 one which has 
hitherto remained 
unsolved. But at 
last a Daniel has 
arisen among the 
people who has hit 
u the solution 
of the unsolvable. 
Summoned to ap- 
pear on a coroner's 
jury, Richard Wake- 
tield on 

ised 


from head to foot in 
soot. In answer to 
the Coroner's in- 
d t protest the 


lant 

plained that he had 
only just previously 
“left a job,” so of 
course Mr. Coroner 
had to grin and bear 
it, at the same time 
dispensing with 
the juryman’s ser- 
vices, A, SLOPER 
advises all his fellow countrymen who would evade jury summonses 
to turn sweeps. ** 


Tur Eminent has received for notice a work issued apparently 
under the auspices of the Royal National Lifeboat Institution, 
entitled “ Lifeboat Saturday.” It is full of pictures and stirring 
accounts of live-saving on our dangerous coasts, and contains 
besides much useful information on the subject, and which ALLY 
cannot help thinking ought to be rallye National one. Its price 
is 6d., and it is pub by Mr. John Heywood of Manchester. 
ss 


s 
It is not a fact that A. SLOPER has decided to set up a training 
establishment at Court Mildew. The Skunk’s corn bill has just 
been sent in by the local chandler, and how it’s going to be ta 
goodness only knows, unless the colt brings off the Cambridgeshire. 
ss 


s 
A CONTEMPORARY informs us that a good many sausages aro 
made from horse-flesh. We have no reason to doubt this state- 
ment, as moet ware that a cold sausage taken for 


people are a 
supper generally results in a visit from the night-mare, 


ss 
s 
TRULY the lot of the English farmer is an unenviable one. Just 
by an indifferent 


as he is recovering from the shock occasioned 
harvest comes the 
news that besides 
beef and mutton 
Australia is 


prepared to suppl 
us with poultry. 
A few months ogo 
some trial ship- 
ments undertaken 
by the Victorian 
Government were 
successful beyond 
expectation, and it 
is now pro 

to forward regu- 
larly geese, tur- 
keys, fowl, and 
ducks galore. Pigs 
are included 
among the sug- 
gested consign- 
ments, although 
to what class of 
yous they be- 
jong it is difficult 
to imagine. By 
about December 
the London muar- 
ket is expected to 
be glutted with colonial-bred poultry, so at Christmas the English 
consumer will be enabled to indulge himself in both Australian 
turkey and Australian sausages. 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


4 CALENDAR POR THE WEEK ENDING OCTOBER 20TH, 1894. 
—ae 


14th October, 1405.—A statute of this date enacts that no 
person shall sell in the fairs or markets any feather beda, bolsters 
or pillows, except they be stuffed with one manner of feathers and 
not with unlawful stuffs, and with no scalded feathers or fen down, 
but utterly to be damned for ever. 


16th October, 1881.—The Comedy Theatre was opened this 
evening for the first time. 


16th October, 1845.—Mr. Basevi, an eminent architect, 
was this day killed by a fall from the belfry of Ely Cathedral, 
which he was en in restoring. 


17th October, 1888.—The St. James's Gazette of this date 
says: The humourists of the gutter are aking Se best of the 
Whitechapel murders. At the hiring fairs which are just now 
being held in Warwickshire, for the modest expenditure of a penny 
sverross is afforded an oppertunity of three shies at a door, with 
the felicity of bringing out either “Jack the Ripper” or “One of 
them from Whitechapel.” The gutter poet also “ works” the same 
profitable “Jay,” and rapidly disposes of his stock of broadsheets 
with a rude sketch of the murderer and one of his victims, with 
the addition of four songs devoted to the story of the murders. 
One of these | ore exhausts the resources of conjecture as to the 
personality of the murderer : 

“Some say it was old Nick himself, 
else a Russian Jew. 


Isle 
Some say it must be Bashi-Bazouks, 
Or else it’s the Chinese 
Come over to Whitechapel to commit 
Such crimes as these, 
18th October, 1831.— Of the Crown Prince of Germany, 

who was born this da , a good story is told : it is said that on one 
occasion the governor of his children came to him and said, 
“Your heen, 1 must complain of the little Prince; he refuses 
to have his face washed in the morning.” “ he?” answered 
the Crown Prince. “We'll remedy that. After this Ict him go 
unwashed. “It shall be done,” the governor. Now, the 
sentrica have to salute every member of the Royal family—children 
and all—whenever they pass. The next day the little four-year. 
old Prince went out for a walk with his governor. As they passe: 
the sentry-box, where a soldier was on duty, the man stood rigid 
without presenting arms. The little Prince, accustomed to univer- 
snl deference, looked disp! but said nothing. Tresently 
another sentry was passed. Neither did this one give a sign of 
recognition. The little Prince spoke angrily of it to his old 
governor, and they passed on. Having finished their walk, during 
which they had met many soldiers, not one of whom saluted the 
Prince, the little fellow dashed in to his father, exclaiming, “ Paya, 
papa, you must whip every man in your They refuse to 
salute when | pass!" ‘Ah, my son,” said the Crown Prince, 
“they do rightly: for clean soldiers never salute a dirty little 
prince.” After that the boy raised no objection to be washed. 


19th October, 1682.—Sir Thomas Browne, an eminent 
physician and antiquary, died this day at Norwich, aged seventy- 
seven. In one of his works is the following curious passage: 
“That a ry pee hanged by the bill, showeth us what quarter 
the wind i: an occult and secret property, converting the breast 
to that point from whence the win doth blow, is a received 
opinion and very strange—in ucing natural weathercocks, and 
exienaas magnetical positions as far as animal natures : a conceit 
suppo! chiefly by present practice, yet made out by reason or 
experience.” “Vanes,” says Du Cange, “were anciently made in 
the form of a cock {hence called weathercocks), and put up in 
Papal times to remind the clergy of watchfulness.” 


20th October, 1888.—A newspaper of this date says : Blood 
and blasphemy were the distinguishing features in the plays pre- 
sented by the manager of the new Théatre Libre the other night. 
A tale of horror, appropriately called The Butchers, was succeeded 
by L’ Amante du Christ, in weiss ope French view of the 
relationship of the founder of Christian ity to Mary Magdalen was 
expounded. Strange to say, however, the brief Parisian counter- 
part of the Ober Ammergau passion play was reverently presented, 
and was received with considerable emotion. The author's aim 
was to ae Mapiaies as having been purified by the love of 
Him_ whose feet she anointed. The actor who played Christ, 
M. Mévisto, was realistic and impressive, but no person with any 
respect for religion could regard the extraordinary performance as 
otherwise than intrinsically irreverent and profane. 


—__—.————— 


THE RED, RED ROSE. 


1, 

My love was like the red, red rose, 

That blooms in early summer 
When first I knelt beside her toes, 

A melancholy mummer, ® 
And pegeed of her to marry me, 

And deathless vows did plight her. 
No red, red rose seemed fair as she, 

‘o red, red rose was brighter. 

She said her age was eighteen years— 
ann by I voll aid credit : 

e heard my pleas, she saw my tears, 

And she and { were wedded. 


II. 
And now I own, with heartfelt throes, 
And face than storm-cloud glummer, 
My love is like the once-red rose, 
he last poor rose of summer ! 
Her charms were artificial charms, 
She o no red-rose brightness ; 
The wool-white neck, the snow-white arms 
Had but a pseudo-whiteness, 
Her forty years she'd aye disclose 
Were she by rouge unaided : 
My love she's like the red rose— 
When the red. red rose has fnded ! 


——_-—_— 


SLOPERIAN PHILOSOPHY. . 
PLEASE PULL RIGHT-HAND KNOB AFTER DROPPING PENNY 1% 
THE SLOT ; THE MACHINE REJECTS METAL BAKING-TICKETS. 

WHEN a German says “I loaf,” he means that he loves, Th: 
is, he loves to loaf. Not bad,eh} Hi, Killser, ein bock ! 

A baby er 3 has been born with his hands behind his back «t 
Salford. A, SLOPER hopes, if the child grows up, that the mother 
will dispense with the formula of locking the jam cupboard. 

A Nottingham fishmonger has been fined for exposing pheasant! 
for sale in close time, Quite right. Why, he might Just as wel 
have exposed clothes for sale in pheasant time. See it! 

What sort of excuse does the vegetarian humbug make whe"! 
he's caught kissing the butcher's pretty daughter ? . 

Recently published statistics go to show that mortality is stron="" 
among he-babies than she-babies. Why, cert’nly. Girls can st"! 
more hugging than boys, 


ee 
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GUILD-Y CREATURES. 


the many propositions in the discussion on “How Can We Save?” 
eer’ is one for a Plain-Living Guild.) 


anaes THERE has been 
argumentation 
With queries re “ How can 
we save!” 
And some hints have roused 
consternation— 
Yea, e’en ‘mid the hitherto 
brave. 
But one which has caused 
most disquiet, 
And through some scared 
bosoms has thrilled, 
Is to check clothes and 


-_-—_ 


( Yes (ve Jointo THe 
AEAIN LIVING 
¢ _ €Cera-wrar / 
» 


€ 
With many a fia! 
By forming a Plain-Living 
Guild. 
Full many a vivewr and 
masher 
Has this Guild made turn 
white in the gill; 
For joints some would give 
us a rasher, 
And of fizz and old 
“Scotch,” of course, nil, 
Lone — moderation in 
clothing, 
And would have all with 
temperance filled ; 
So many are loathing 
(Yea, not without oathing) 
That new fai, the Plain-Living Guild, 


es 


A FISHERMAN’S YARN. 


“Tiere. hold on a minute, don’t run away, please. The general 
run of fishermen do pile it on a bit thick at times, 1 grant you, but 
there, Hd ig to tell a word what wasn't the blessed witness-bux 
truth myself, 

“Old Billy Ruffet and me had been fishing a favourite little 
spot of ours at ——, but wait a bit, I musn't give it away. We 
hud two gallons of beer in a stone jar, and a bottle of whisky to 
keep out the chill, and it was a cold day, too, 1 tell you. Well, the 
Hessed fish didn't seem in no sort of hurry to come on the feed, 
but we stuck to it, me and Bill, and by-and-by, just as the beer 
had given out and we'd just commenced on the wh ky, they began 
to bite like Margate fleas. Bless you, we couldn't land 'em quick 
enough, fast as we took one off and threw in up came another, 
such a size, too; why the biggest couldn't have weighed less 
than —, but there, the editor says 1 must send this part of the 
story to the Fishing Gazette. 

“Well, we wasn’t in no hurry to leave such sport, and we stops 
onand on, till we couldn't see our blooming floats, and even then 
we shouldn't have come away, for we could still feel ‘em bite, but 
the boat was full already, we daren’t take another fish aboard for 
fear of sinking her, 

“Well, we chucks it at om (e 
last. finishes the whisky, UL fu ie 
and packs up as well as we = peg \ 
could in the dark, Then 
it comes on to rain, and, 
lor, shall I ever forget the 
wiy iteame down. It half 
Hlinded us, it did, and what 
with that and the pitch 
blick darkness, we couldn't 
set foot in front of us. 
Well, we'd got three good 
miles to row back in the 
Inmbering old punt we'd 
Iven fishing from, so we 
xet out the oars sharp as 
we could and made a start. 
Well. as I tell you, we 
couldn't see a blessed inch 
Where we was goin’ to, but 
ve put our backs into it and 
pulled and pulled, and still we didn't seem to make much headway. 

“*We must have gone past the blessed landing place,’ says Bill 


itly, 


min comes down in torrents, and we hado't got a dry thread on 


; “How long we pulls on like this 1 dun’t know. It seems like 
‘ours to me. Presently Bill ships his oar. ‘I’m done, I am,’ he 
tvs. ‘cant row another inch. I shall stop here all night.’ 

Then he chucks himself down in the stern. But all of a sudden 
1 Jumps up and yells : 

‘Why, of all the blanked blossoming fools we are the prize 


ns 


Lop at's upt™ says I. 
“Up. says Bill, “why, the bloomin’ anchor ain't—clean for- 
*,o,lug it in when we started, and we ain't moved a blessed 


BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
.5—THE RAINBow GIRL. 


“My heart leaps up when 1 
behold 
A rainbow in the sky.” 
From Wordsworth's pen that 
fancy rolled, 
And, faith, we can't deny 
That the arc which o'er the 
welkin avoers 
Is a thing to yield delight ; 
But this heart of mine more 
fondly be og 
When nightly on my sight. 
An earthly rainbow settles 


down— 
The Fleet Street “ Rainbow ” 
in our town, 
The heavenly bow, while sum- 
mer showers 
Fall softly to the ground 
Assures us that this world of 
ours 
Will nevermore be drowned. 
The earthly “ Rainbow ” unto 


man 
Doth also yield the crowning 


(C4 


Beatitude and bliss of an 
Immunity from drowning ! 
The “ Rainbow” maid has cheeks and eyes 


That mock the rainbow’s colour, 
And all the rainbows in the skies 

Than her sweet siniles are duller. 
So, while the “ Rainbow” girl is there, 
No man need e’er be drowned in care. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX, 


=e 
Loxpoyx, ember 28th, 1894. 

A PRIVATE in the “Bonny Black Brigade" presents his compli- 
ments to ALLY SLOPER, whose faculties, the said private is glad to 
observe, retain such great vigour, despite the many batterings and 
doses of “ Unsweetened,” that might impare seriously the facul- 
ties of any ordinary person. But ALLY SLOPER, of course, is not 
by any means an ordinary individual. While congratulating the 
Eminent, the philanthropic Friend of Man, however, upon his 
prophetic abilities, the said private cannot help fearing that 
* Unsweetened " held partial sway in the present instance, for the 
1..R.B. appeared at the Chingford parade in “ drill order "—that is, 
minus the nodding plumes and plus the service cap. A. SLOPER, 
Esq., will pardon the writer of these lines, it is hoped, and accept 
his best thanks for the very “ bonny " little sketch that has found 
its way into the “ HALF-HOLIDAY.’ 


— 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No. 269.—He DistixcuisHes HIMSELF a8 AN AUCTIONEER, 


A. SLOPER, in his normal state 
Of having spent his utmost cent, 
Revolved much projects in his pate ; 
Then to an auctioneer he went, 
And cried, “1 crave commiseration, 
Pray, give me, sir, a situation !” 


The auctioneer was Jeal and kind, 

And to the Starveling’s plea he listened, 
“Yes, SLopgr, yes! J'll surely find 

A job for thee as mine assistant. 
So come with me: if no dunce, 

Thy duties thou may'st learn at once!" 


Then to an auction-room they wen 

And ALLy's bors stood on a bench, 
And to some mystic sounds gave vent 

Which seemed to SLOPER Greek or French, 
But soon he turned him to the Wreck, 
And whispered, “ While 1 grease my neck 
With one small ‘ go’ of Irish hot, 
Just knuck me down this little lot !” 


He left the room : and, thunder-struck, 
The Mound called up his store of pluck 
“The little lot of people here 
Comprises forty souls and four : 
Yet 1 must do as bid, ‘tis clear!" 

So forth he rushed, and to the floor 
Knocked every creature with a whack. 
And, when the auctioneer came back, 
His bidders all, with rage o'erheated, 
Were on the chest of SLOPER seated ! 


: ACCOUNTING FOR IT. 

THE tall, -looking lady was in a temper, and she 
stamped her foot in a way that caused the little dancing master to 
quiver in his blackinged pumps. 

“You gave me distinctly to understand, sir,” cried the, lady, 
“that your dancing academy was conducted upon the ‘most 
decorous principles, and yet my youngest daughter, Kuphrosyne 
Anne, tells me that she was k! by the young gentleman who 
was her partner in the polka lesson yesterday—a Master Chipper- 


cuddy.” 

Gy Mastaire Cheeper-cuddee, com’ vorwart,” cried the little master, 
and the boy obeyed. He was a bright-cyed, smart young blade, 
and he said, in his own defence : 

“Madam, it pains me that it pains you that this should have 
happened ; but I'll just tell you the how of it: I had not hold 
of your charming daughter as tightly as 1 should have, and, just as 
the music went tiddy-um-tum-um-tum-rum-tum, first my foot 
slippee then my lips slipped, and then the labial collision came 
oft—it was purely accidental !” 

She gave him a spanking box on the ears and—went away 
laughing; but Euphrosyne Anne always has another boy for a 
partner now, 

Some mothers are mean! 


—————— 


A MAN IS BUT A MAN! 
A MAN is but a man, my dear, 
A creature stern and cold, 
And prone to vex our gentler sex, 
use he aye doth hold 
ntler sex in high disdain : 
n ogre fierce and grim, 
Tresumptuous, crafty, coarse profanc— 
Have nought to do with him ! 


A man is but a man, my dear ! 
Creation’s lord? Not he! 
But when, as bride, to him thou'rt tied, 
Thou'lt find him lord of thee, 
He'll make thee follow, foot and hand, 
is every wish whim, 
For wedlock's bond is slavery's band— 
Have naught to do with him ! 


A man is but a man, my dear! 
—Sstay ! what is this I see? 
My warning word but falls unheard ; 
It comes too late to thee. 
Within thine eyes—woe worth the hour !— 
I see the love-light swim : 
Already thou art in his power— 
Thy heart has turned to him! 


Our 


BEAUTY’S REBUKE. 

SHE wns a sweet young matron in tailor-made frock and crim- 
son toreador hat, and she waited at the counter of the suburban 
branch of the great bank to smash her monthly “ housekeeping” 
cheque, the while the cashier, taking not the least notice of her, 
described, for the benefit of two other clerks, his Saturday night's 
adventures at the “Pav.” He told of what a fair old blow-out 
he'd had at a restaurant in the Strand; how he'd then tossed 
another fellow who should pay, how they'd shifted nineteen glasses 
of “bitter” apiece before they started on “special Scotch” at the 
music-hall, and how, after a supper of tripe and onions, he'd gone 
home in a hansom cab with a horse and drunken driver 
and hada thrilling escape from a collision with a lamp-post, turning 
the last corner. The dear little woman—patience personified— 
stood and listened wearily to it all until he wound up—alluding to 
the near shave—with : 

“T tell you, it fairly took my breath away !"” 

“If it was the same sort of breath that you've been blowing 
across this counter during the past ten minutes,” said the litle 
woman, quietly, but with great deliberation, “what a big bit o' 
luck it must have been for you!” 

The “other fellows ” giggled audibly, and the abashed narrator 
wouldn't even open his mouth to ask her “how she'd take it?" as 
he cashed that cheque. 


a 
HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
KNAVE-all Manoeuvres: eta pockets in a crowd. 
“A MAN of Ample Means”: The actor who can strike a variety 
of attitudes. 
“MucH Adieu About Nothing.” Two lady friends taking fare- 
wells before the train gees out. 


THE FAMILY GHOST. 


—_— 


CHAPTER VII. 


THE out on the traditions of ghost life committed by Mr. 
ee had a remarkable effect on the status of the Family 

ost. 

At first that ven- 
erable apparition 
had despised 
by the ghosts which 
had_ specially come 
to haunt Mr. Rats- 
bane, but gradually 
his superior dignity 
and acknowledged 
experience in the 
profession had as- 
xerted themselves. 
Their experience 
did not tally with 
the traditions of 
their youth. They 
must learn if the 
Family Ghost had 
ever before been 
treated with indiffer- 


ence. 

And that is just 
where the Family 
Ghost had the pull 
of them. They had 
snubbed and tal 1] 
him. He was not to 
be fawned back to 
good humour the 
moment they 
thought he was to 

useful. Besi 
his blue blood almost 
chilled with horror at the commonplace, plebeian blood which the 
incursion of ghosts had brought to Coltsmere House. And when 
he was gently approached with the question whether he had ever 
experienced similar disrespect he smiled a lofty smile, and, as he 
flicked a speck of rust off one of his chains, remarked : 

Shs aaa y not; and 1 never mingled with commoner ghosts 

ore.” 

“Who do you call a common ghost, you old geyser?" said the 
shade of Ben Bouncer, late of the Susan, “ Darn yer old head, I'll 
put my fist inter ye!" 

“Hush, hush!” said the ghost of the missionary ; “there is no 
occasion for profanity.” 

“ Ain't there, jist?) Then let the medieval old bloomer kevp a 
civil tongue in his head.” 

“ Hold your tongue, can't ye, Ben Bouncer? Ye know very well 
we're in a tight place, don’t you? We've got to get rome 

how information how 


\, to get out of it 


<s 


Snabbed and tabooe! him. 


an’ this ‘ere old 
gentleman with 
the chains is just 
, the man to tell 
us our i a 
said Bill J 


wot's o'clock!” 
raid Ben Boun- 
cer, as he shifted 
n ghostly quid 
in his ghostly 
cheek, and 
squirted a ghostly 
stream of ghostly 
tobacco juice 
where there 
was no ghostly 
» Spittoon to re- 
ceive it. “Let 
him keep a civil 
tongue in his 
head. Who's he 
to give himself 
nirs, I'd like tu 
know?” 
sii en — 
,Who do you call a common ghost ?” im, mister,” aaic 
” the ghost of Bill 
Jackson, as he noticed evident signs of disgust on the aristo- 
cratic features of the Family Ghost. “Ben's all right enough— 
it’s only his play. He don't mean to be disagreeable. 

“ But he is disagreeable,” said the Family Ghost. ‘He seems to 
be one of those radical dislocaters and disregarders of social dis- 
tinctions,” continued the ghost. 

“T daresay he is all that, if 1 knew what you meant,” said Bill 
Jackson. “But he’s all right—when you know him.” 

: ie don't want to know him,” said the Family Ghost, 
ri tily. 

“Do not let us quarrel,” said the missionary ghost. “Let there 
be peace among us.” 

“Well, then, let him mind his eye,” said Ben Bouncer, ns he 
waved on high a ghostly tankard of ghostly ale, and quaffed a 
shadowy bumper as was his custom, for Ben Bouncer was a 
bibulous ghost whose manifestations had a festive tendency, 

“Yes, let us have 
quiet, as the reverend 
gentleman in the white 
choker says,” remarked 
Bill Jackson, “’Ere we 
are all together—pals, so 
to speak—and we might 
as well be jolly as not.” 

“I decline to be pals 
with such as you,” said 
the offended aris- 
tocratic ghost. “1 have 
been acustomed to the 
best society, have always 
stuck to orthodox ghost 
business, never have 
been mixed up_ with 
beer - swilling, tobacco- 
chewing proceedings, 
and I do not like them.” 

“Well, we can't help 
our up-bringing, mister, 
and you'll just have to 
lump us.” said the diplo- 
matic Hill Jackson. ‘1 
tell you what it is—we 
are demoralized. We 
have lost all discipline. 
What we want is a skip- 
ner to keep us in order. 

rn it all, mister! 
will you be our mee 
boss, president, ing, 
anything, and make our Articles of War? We will obey you.” 
“Hum,” said the Family Ghost ; “I will consider the proposal.” 


(To be continued next week.) 


“Let there be peace among us.” 
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fal, Stewly, Mre. O'Flannigan! Shure, and 1 thought 
“twas Tim ye was beatin’ #o onmerciful. 


No. 381.—Mn. Dupiey Hanpy, F.0S. 


“Some people there are who believe that it is best to be born 
lucky, whilst others there are who insist that it is best to be born 
rich, As Dudley Hardly was born with a fair share of riches, as 
well as under a lucky planet, it is pretty certain that Ae has 
nothing to complain of. >till, In spite of these facts, Dudley 
could never be accused of possessing a thorouy! tentel 
disposition, He, even in carly childhowl, was al mourns 
fny for the moon, and althersy devent-sized coloured 
Dutch cheese was supplied hin its stead he was never quite 
satixfied. It would nut do, though, for us to have everything we 
desired, if so, whisky would be far cheaper than it i4 at present, 
and five-pound noves would be as plentiful as fresh herrings. 
raigtagrele Dwiley is Seeiot fda meet favouret Rata lt Forst Baar One, Comszratulate me, dear— Mr. Spoofkins propose! to me, and 1 have eccepted him, 

we is by no means spoiled by his numerous successes, aul Wwe sec y » Cony —Mr.d i ypused 0 o 

bave it on the authority of A. StorKn that he considers Secumd Fair Une, Cougrasulate me, dent— Ar. Spuotkine pro Veimoe, aud 2 reliaeed Blank 

* Unsweetened’ the must touthsome of liqnors, Chiefly because 

of his artistic abilitics Dudley Harty was create! F.O38., and the TO 0 M U Cc H ! 
‘*dloper Award of Merit’ presented to him May 1th, 18%." 
—Debrett Improved, 


Mother, It's ankind of you, Ethel, not to let this poor little 
girl hold your doll fur a moment. 
Fthel, But, mauuma, 1 wouklu't wind, but my doll don't like 


4:, 


(1) Bob Strawfoot (Dr. Pill, uncher's new groom). "Ullo! ‘ere's the guv'nor! Crusty- ‘ors. ‘Haw, haw! Good, ain't it?—(3) “Ii! Way-wo! Whoa back! Wout! 
lookin’ old stick, ain't he? I'r'aps if I tries a joke with ‘im to cheer ‘im up he'll feel, yer!) Help! Vulice !"——(4) Dr. Pillpuncher, Leave my vervice this instant, vou 
fratefal aml stand a pint. It's mighty dry work this ‘orse-breakin' !}—(2) “*Mornin’, geonndrel ! You might have known that a pun like that was enough to kill a hore! 
sir. Say,doctor, why am I sufferin’ great pain at this moment,ch?” Lr. illpuncher, — Think yourself jolly lucky if I don’t prosecute you for cruelty to animals, you mincal + 
How shoul I know, Drink, is it? Bob Strawfoor, Haw, haw !—no! It's ‘cause I've Bob Strawfoot is now looking out for a new situation as kditor un w cumic papel, 
just been a-breakin’ my “'vs' humerus”! He, he! See ?—*'os’ humerus” Comic — or ay printer's devil, or sumething of that surt. 


“Gool gracious, Madge! T lidn't know youd become a new THE WANDERER'S RETURN. GIRLS BILLY'S PROPOSED TO UNFAIR. 
or oS 


woman!" “Yes; you see, I've such a horror of getting obi, and 
naturally while I'us a new wevman 1 cau never be called au ‘old’ 
woman. 


gaye INA) 


Teacher. Now, tell me, who's the laziest anlvidual in this 


? = a This little thing actually got as far as naming 

Scholar. Tinne’. , TIME—S A.M. the day, but chucked the Honourable over for 

Teacher. Dot huew 2? Who's the one that cits ily dewn and Mrs. Jones. Oh, this is what you call stock-taking in a invenie viscount with £20,000 a year, a week 
Goes to sleep while the hove are say Ins their lessuns, ch ? the City, is it, you beauty ! Hefore the ceremony. L'vor thilly he’s mever ' 
Scholur, Vicasc, it's teaver, (And pour Jones is—hu !—ecry—hie!—very done np. quite gut over it yet. “Hm! only pays for one sitting, and fills a while pow + 
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